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War Cry of the Militant Suffragists Enticed Kate Carew to Hyde Park

'Keir Hardie, Sylvia Pankhufst, Dr. Ethel Smyth,

The Occasion Was Not a Brick I urling, Win-
dow Smashing, Minister Insult ng Tournament,
but the Delivery of “Votes for Women”
Speeches from a Score of Plat-
forms on the Greensward.

iy hate Carew,

T last I've seen the hammer thirows-

(& £,
o, 1 don't

mean the Olvmple | laped upon the bwed with the graee of ug

games champlons at all. T mean those
glender, 1o voleed ludies who are driv-
ing the Engl Mieco to distraction, giv-
fag gOvernn t clals nervous attacks,
and causlh 1 to consult thelr
fheantlt diligently  for new \-.'..‘1_\:\ of
expressiug "V rilent suffragettes “un-
cexed wretches,” ciirtes” und such lke
dalpty, descriplive bits
Evor sinc I've been In London, my
inted  the shopping dis-

dears, I've hai
trict. I've st
her face
plate glass winde
ticularly mieek

pane,” In front of
e, and whenever a par-
yoking party came up to
expected her to

p Bl B
E:il:u her = arm suddenly and
heave a ha r a brick

In fact, 1'Ve n s 1 a perslstent and |
paingt E 1! -about that many a |
burly "I ked at me and my
fairly = suspleiously, ns | ©
it ho doubted T L of my mtentions
and saw =f or dga missiles in
the ladylike ther acle where |
keep onl nky, powder puff |
gnd card |
BUT ONE USE FOR HAMMER.
Hammer all richt when a friend’s
eharacter corne for discusslon, btut I
don't desl with 1 n concrete form,
and 1 Enow | ld always prove an ulibi,
{peoes Y. |
Well-will you halieve [t?—never a work-
{ag militant came your Aunt Kiate's way |
while she » n the prowl, yet they were |

thelr damaging
But last week they ad-
would all gwther to-

always pla¥i

tricks elsewher

them there, If

were syvin-

3 of y ads

the gentle r I t
wished to take an active

pathizers

stood like “little Mabel with |

prepaved for emergencles, so 1 took these
warnlngs to lieart, | dodged mounted no-
Hee I oy little -

two-by-four

untelop,
of the

1o avold an equestrinn member
4 fores wihio might be entering the
door, and [ cowered behind the fuble with '
"don't

~ shool™ alr—simply for practice
T zot awtully supple and spry befors
r-u.:n‘l.._‘- ame. 1 was rendy for any sort
ot attaek, and 1 was fearfully excited nt
the iden of being in the very midst of sl
these  desperato  outlawed  women—thi

“virulent, vitriolle vipers,"” as a wild youug
reporter once called themn.

The day came and brought what Is known
by many as suffrage weather—eloudless,
bright and very warm. The meeling was
at 3, as 1 have saill. 1 know that we of
the so-called weaker sex may not be striet-
ly punctual in private life, but when wo're
In the publle eye we're up to the mark, all
right, so I strolled toward the park about

ten minutes to 2,

I wus Just going in the Marble Arch
when 1 encountered my first suf-
on her own happy  hunting

een fem In Americn; I'vi
‘ern, nAa you are aware, but
this w my very first in Englamd i
Ehe wius Jost o mere serap of a0 wamin,

tiniest slendercst, birlehit-eyed whilt !
haired old lady T've seen in a long thowee
She was standing at the guntes and
Pheld o Mitle sheaf of .

THE “BOBBY" INTERVENES.

“Pleasa take one' she sold in a blrd-

ke volce, ginlling at mea and genutly for

lttle |

vk on Sunday and they |

part in the demonstration they were told
they could come dressed In white with|
purple and green ribbons, and something |
would be d for them to do. Other-|
wige, thes wild just stroll around at
o'clock and the would be plinty for |
them to see and hear.

Waturally, I never had any thought of

“WE WANT CO-OPERATION BETWEEN THE SEXES!” SHOUTED KEIR
HARDIE.

going a= a =ympathizer
suifrage parades,
sause, but T don't hold with viclence my-
sslf, mever d41d, so 1 could only attend the
mesting as an intercsied spectator.

“Don't o, ®auid anxious English
friends. *“The feeling against the suf-
{ragettes 2 very Dbitter at npresent.

There'll be crowds of hoodlums, and pos-
sibly & riot."”

1 thought it over carefully. T'in & per-
tectly brave woman, but 1 felt that same
sort of sinking 1 had when T toole my
first steps in our own procession o few

I've marched '.[-'
I'm a worker for thol

[ Hon aet,

uonths ago. 1 =ald sternly:

“pgll vourself together, Kate Carew.
Let's fece the musle and the British hnod=~ |
lums and see the militant in their
mesnes "’

“Very well, then,” quoth the anxious|

trienids when they found how determined
1 could be, “go if you must, but for good-
mess sake dress in your oldest and most
Inconspieusus and if
meunted police, and they rush the erowd
Wsure to get out of the way."

Sounds pleasaut and easy, doesn’t it?

As vou know, T a'ways beligve in heing

clothes

“LOR’ BLESS USB!"

| of green where submerged England plays

there are’

| tants
| Pleturesqueness was the keynote of it all.

ing Into my lHmp hand & purple slip with
“Votes for Women' writ large upon it
In moment o huge, portly and Im-

portant policeman was In our mildst,

Where he cume from, heaven only Koow
He slmply appeared as If he had popped
up & trap door, Hke the Jdown in a pun-
tomime

“Now, seo 'ere, miss” he sald, with
finger upralged and frowning brow bent
upon the fem mite in front of him
“don‘'t vou be a-comin' hinslde the park

gates with them there prpers of yours™
“No, Indeed, officer,” econcillatingly twit

tha microbe. “1 dssure

vou T won't. I'll Just stand out hs
Tlhree years ago, 1 dare say, this bobby

tered won't, 1
re.”

ave malted the presence of
condensed sweetness, Lut nows
none of them to be taken in
ny womanly wiles. Their tempers
ped a bit at the edges. Probably
burly one felt she might heave a brick at
any moment. Anyway, he gave her an
other flerce scowl and vanished. |

It seems you can talk your head off in |
Hvde Park, If yvou like. You canp collect
rowds about you, and vou influme
them with socialigtle and gnarchistic ldeas,
interest them fn the suffrage, discuss the
government, the Insurance bill, the eduea- |
the Jews In Russia or most any- |
thing else, hut you mustn't distribute leaf-
letn,

As T didn't have any “pypers,” T passed

would it
such

they're

can

P, e

T e v

S TE A . 8

L

"WE !

e A U ST T S LT G T T

art readly, o / el
draped with o f bt i
eich was curefull t
consulting the progra nided '
OE BUGLH RS YOLl Cllne nens e nieeline
| vou could choose Vour weeih b and
| go as close to hier as h
yYour wajl
Around each platform wWa il 1
of youth and heuut i
rt, I'in nut exaggceraling i LL
_hvf\-\'l creatures re very goodl T 1
| The day of the dowdy, spectacled r
fragist, with her Salrs Gamp rella
{4 over. The etle, for the nmst
part, Is young et ulert and g
aus
These stalwurt 1 dens who surround
led the carts Iast Sunday were particy
arly attractive, and I Lelleve thies
vould bave held their own very well I
an out-and-out scrap with the Englist
flatinelled youtl of the present doy
Huch girl supported a U figpole
| Some of these termilpnted In streamer
Javing the colors of the unlon rep
resented; others bore white Hikken bar
ery with somowhat lurkl in vriptions
! Burh ns:
“We will vote like men, and it e
lgold ng slaves
sWhat righty are here who does pot

throtigh the gates unmolested and walked
along the path looking for excitement.
Fur ahead of me, on the great stretch

and sleepe and speechifies, there was a
fluttering of fags, sound of muele, a
gleam of bright colors

|
PLAY TO MASCULINE GALLERY. |

“There they are!” exclaimed a girlish
behind me  “The horrid crea-

i

yalce
‘..f!F.“

Oif course, she said it to the young
man of her cholce. Of course, he cast
I an approving smile, and methought |
I heard a murmur “womanly llttie
girl” and then some more talk of *‘un-
sexed creatures”

1 goggled in the dire: tion where there
were stir and color, then 1 trotted as fast
as 1 rould toward the gathering. Many
trotted along with me and hundreds had
arrived before

My dears,
Wit

us,
meeting of the mill-

stage-manuged.

this
wonderfully

Fluttering  in the sunshine ur-rei

| treamers and banners of many hues.
|

The green, purple and  white of the

1
Lengue,

| Woman's Bocinl and Political Unlon pre- |

dominated, but the green of the Il-le-hl
the yellow and white of the
Froedom League, the red and white dl'l

| the Independent Labor Party and heaps |

of other blue, mauve and rose color flags
hung everywhere. There wero flowers
and lnurel wreaths, bandsmen in red
and gzold, pretty girls in dainty white
frocks with “Votes for Women" ribbons
slung across their shoulders, and crowds
of guyly (dressed ladies, so that the
whole scene was brilliant and beaut!ful,
while the atmosphere was as sedate und
harmless as that of the King’'s garden
party or a Sunday echool plente,  In
fact, T was =0 reminded of the latter |
gort of function that I glanced round in-
voluntarily for an ice ¢ream wagon ovr a
refreshmaont tent, |

Thers were abowt twenty platforms:
placed @ tulr distance apart, so that the !
gpeakers would not confllet, “They were

| flouting

strike for them?”

“Women, rlue and fight for freedom!”

b

L

Crowninug ench flagpole w # menrlist
Liberty ciap, for It was the Fourteenth of
July (the day the Hastile fell, in case!
vou've forgotten) and invidentally the
I-J‘rlhrlw\' of BEmmeline Pankhurst, of

militant fame

Do you know, I think thess cordons of
voung women were for protection as
well a8 ornament Thers wern twelve
around each platform, and they were
Amazons, all right £y e
tited with those fagpoles as i n
the dukes amd marauise who eomt
at Burl's Court while ago, and | dure

they could o Jitsu 0 Lt on the side

They chatted cheertully as they stood,
and T heard one golden haired sprig of
wotsinhood “uy to an ingulring Triend:

HAD KNOWN PRISON RIGORS.

il L I'm qulte nll right
now hit that foreible feeding doe 1008
ope up for & tme. DL, Yes, 'l #ee your
Lady Moyers garden party, Tuesday,™

Thint
hawmmer thrower!

dhe was one of ‘em,

voung thing wa i

wingel faced |

Surging  crowd of  men, worten  and
hovs were guthered vound all these plats |
forims,  Bome of them listened to the

speakers enrnestly o attentively, others |

curlously, nud

gazed ot them
other and giggled, Sl othera called vut,
Jeered and heckled, but met with small
encouragement,

In the very centre of the gathering wan
a pole with o mammoth W. 8 P UL flag
from i, Avound this were
pundred and iifty flue, fat bandsman in
bright red uniforms, They played the
“Marselllalse™
the Women,’

* written by Dr,

1 cach |

|
one |

and the stirring “March of |
Ethel |

smyth, On a sort of Improviged gtage, ur- |

2o #he conld lead the musicipns,
lender wornnn, with o keen,
humorous face, She wore Kind of white
and Miae nightle whileh, Um told, wus an
academie ruls Hor head was bare, wmld
the I."||..|ug- sun beat Jdowy upon It, Lul

raunged
wig @ tall,

LL VBTE LIKE

P EX o T —y A e I L AT UT A Sl v P

| T -
it oltor 1 Wi

1 1 thel Syt elf
K 'y Ereatest woron musician, who

ila I wnnd mipeld les which wera

ied MmiEsteErplece L) gy In every

nti it N Fo ot the suf-
fever falrly oy t il

it went off | " f

vindow ] said to ol T

Ve Tk wi Tittl nmer.*

Ti ha tarched to prison ke a lamb

nd endured wll the discomforts without
i irm In fact e didn't mind them,
B o1 felt one thing keenly, sha has
told o i that was for the firat time

her His vas without a plane,

The suffrageits are pretty  proud of |

vl her in their ranks

A round ot mesting policemen ware
statloned, Trouble was certainly expec
" for there were enough bobbles to
(L multitude, but very ewrly in the
e | knew nothiing was golug to ha
Wl T whiole attitude of tha rowil

18 gool natured.

[ begun to ask n elf wi 1 bitter
feeliig comwe in Hore was an oppor-
tunity for those whe have rolled against
(T ilragettes for weeks past Why

dldn't ther come and spenk up and throw
things?

A WELSH SUFFRAGETTE.

SRR

.

| "WHERE'S CHRISTABEL? WHY DON'T THE POLICE FIND OUT?" RETORTED SYLVIA PANKHURST.

f ' T know they didn't
I eouldn’t seem Lo
rm to strike [
ving whole
was awfully Impressive, It
muode o kind of lump come Into my thromt

i rat, 1
the scena gas n

It gomchow,

and my goggles got all moist, but that
mny have been t} wenther, which by
t ti was A very tne nd lelik

itation of a dog day In lttle old New
York.

“Well suld T to myself, "1 g0 and
hear a few cholee words from Sylvia of
the Fankhurst clan she seemed like

Y an old friend. having been to Ameriea to
enlist our rympathies for her sister suf-
 frugettes,

Sylvia was Lolding forth in great style
She doesn't often get o chance to speak
in London. She ix releguted to the i
| Towns dlstrict mostly, but with 1 tube
LIn hiding and mother o Switzerland re
cupernting from the way she was forced

take her food In on, Svivia hiad
a chanca to eome up to town, and T had |
a fTecling she was rathor enjoying It

She's very thin amd very carnest I'in
afruld sho ha=n't anything In the sons
of humor  llne She has Inherited  he
mother’ s got=in-the-voice, but the b
#rulle that desconded to

stopped there and didn't pass on to Syl
}w.._ whao & younger.
|

A CALL FOR CHRISTABEL.

vShe =n't as pretty as Christabel”
ald a languid young mon in white spats,
who trod on my toes to have a better
look at her,

“Tather not*” answered his companion

who sported a ovely mauve walsteont,
hut was quite chinless,  “Christabel'=s a
fittle bit of all right, | don't think
hen, as If Impelled by a superlor forcs
La HWited his volee and shouted
UWhere's Christabel 7

Svivie didn't reply. She just went on

vorking herself up to a rrenzy of exeit
ment over what the government has done

piid left undone,  She was—or—gloy .
falrly freely, but she never even stoppeod
to mop her face. She did bold here bat
on, though, for every once In awhile :
forvid brecza cume alng and  blow
about, gving her a rakish ale she did
not cure 1o wssime

P oxg ouse teling you what she said
You've heard It Thera Isn't anvthiue
loft to sy, but she repeated all the old

things, as If for the firat time,

“Where's Christabel?" shouted severnd
others, hewded by the young man in the
mive widsteoat, “"Where's Chreistabel 7"

“Why don't the police  figed out?”
inughed Bylvia. “"Why don't vou?

And the crowd laughed with her and

l!_;-[ her continue,

At & nearby platform the higgest erowd
of the afternoon had gathered, for
eral” Drummond was speaking, and she's
a great favorite,

Though T have an Impressive presence,

e
Gen-

I am short, 80 T only got a bird's-eve
view of Mrs. Drummond, who also Is
short, but fairly hefty, Blis hasn't at

[ all the kind of flgure for a sheath skirt,
and ber general attire shows that she
fdoesn't cure a brass furthing whother

o has or not. HShe wore a lot of purple,

hat

“Good old Ma Drummomd,” said a

it |

| “General” D ummond, George Lansbury and
' the New Yorker, Inez Milholland, Were

voung man who might have been taken
for an Apaché any moment He veall
louked @ alesperale  character, and T
thought it fairly probable he mlght fire

a bomb or an ancient cgg at the speaker,

but not ot wll

“Good old Ma Droammend,” he bellowed
aguln, and let it go at thal.

Now, “CGeneral” Drummond, as she 1s
known In suffrugette ranks, 18 the most
militant of the militanls, Bha WwWas @
vorkshire factory girl in her vouth. Bhe
murrcled A workman, and  she s the
mother of & large family. The ecrowd

can't got any change out of her, but they
trivd to on Sunday,

“Why don't you go ho and wash the
piped a wan and wasted, nicotine

bhyby?'
youth,
“I'm going to when I've finlshed talking
to bybys like you,” sald “Ma', and other
wun und wasted, nleoting youths jeered
at thelr companion.
Yes, the crowd heckled
Httle “general” all through
Sometlmes her megaphone volee drowned
thely  sallles,  Sometimes sho 1 turned
rough chaft with chaft as rough, but good
pature prevallod all the same,
Besido her on the platform was our own
ines Milholland, looking fresi
and dalnty us « roscbud, The poople
| murmured with .|1n|'r"’<i!|llr|1| when
:‘-'---*-: to address them and they gave hor

all thelr attentlon. stowed It on
| her superior clothes, wolds,
|

A GRIM CONTRAST.

doughty

apaech.

the
hor

an ool

ghe

Home |

=omae on her

A pster womnan  csught  your Aunt
Knte's eyr My, but those coster women
ire devoid of vanity. This one was typl-
cal. Heor lank locks were fastened to-

| gether In a sort of bun, confined with one
large pin atdd ene only, so0 that there
| were walfs and strays straggling over

her ears and neck, and this colffure was

rowned by o round sallor hat.

no teeth In the front of her mouth. Oune
of her eyes was disfgured by a great
| black wtain, and a purple and yellow

| bruise adorned her cheek. A dirty shawl

l

She had

covered the deficlencles of her tollet.
She made that same lump come In my
throat, for she =tomd entranced, bLiting |

hes fingernalls hungrily n-d gazing at the
framneitlate Inez preaching rebellion,

| *Lor* bless us!™ she sald to noboedy In |

| particular.
I came to the eonclusion there might he
| more excltement where men were speaking
for the women, so T wriggled my way oul
of that erowd and made for the “Men's
League for Waomen's Suffrage”’ platform.
Here Jozeph Clayton, writer and lectur-
wae glving a most Impassioned ora-
He in reapectful

er,
tion

L{+]

was listened

it “rymrle Sactety’ cart a Welsh
minists was holding 1 flanked on
cither side by women In the national cos-
| tume Nothing doing there,
¢y A eurate spoke for the “Church Lengua
| for Women's Suffrage.”

i Lawrence Housman, poet and play-
| wright, was talking on the platform of the
‘"M n's Politieal Unfon,” and here there
| ware male flag bearers, graybeards for
I'tr.r- Rt part

|

bians,
and a fine, rich brogue,
| tlance at the government from the

LADY STOUT.

|
{ Liongue,
(whom a friendly neighbor nformed me
| was Lady Stout) stood upon the wabbly
art of the “lnternatlonal Soclety
Women's Suffrage.” In the gentlest ae-
conts she implored the crowd to fight for
thelr rights and for the ¥
I'he actresses Thad
sMoore and Adeline Bourne, all well known

their mouthpleces, and

and a very pretty, elderly wotnan

callsc.
Decima and Eva

!

| Among Those Who Argued Their
| Cause to Placid

Crowds.

Then all at once the music pealed forth,
and with one accord the suffragettes and
their sympathlzers began to sing:

Comrades, o who have dared,
First In tho battle strive and sorrow,
Heorned, spurned naught bhave yo cired,
Ralsing your oves 1o o wider o-morrow,
Ways that are weary, doys that arp dreary,
Toll and paln by fafth yo Lave borng,

Hai), hatl, victors yo stand,
Wearing the wreaths thst the brave have
wor.
The crowd listened. for It was the

“Mareh of the Women.” No one Jeered,
na one howled or catealled,

Honestly, it was solemp. Here wers
the hammer throwers, the brick heavers,
the *furles,’” with wrapt, carnest faces
singing & solemn, hymnllke chant to
thougands of people out under the cloud-
less sky as peacefully and reverentially
a band of erusaders might have
chanted when they went on a pilgrimage,

Straing of the "Marselllalse'” sounded
from another direction as the song ceased,

as

and a great moving mass, with more
flngs and more banners, could bo seen
creeplng along at snall’'s pace to another

part of the enorimnous streteh of green.
Morg suffrugettes? I walked over to

SO0,
Na, but more outlaws, more platforms,
more speeches,

The

dock wstrikers were guthered to-

“MA DRUMMOND" ASSERTED, “I'M
FIGHTING FOR MY DAUGHTERS
AND YOURS."

Gaunt, weary, haggard men, who

gether.
spemned searcely able to support thele
heavy buanne Many, quits exhausted,

tlung themeelves down on the grasgs, thelr
women sat by them apathetically, thelr
barefuoted children tried to play about,
and the band continued to drone forth
the “Marselilalse,”

Mr. Lansbury came from the femals
outlnws to the male and addressed them,
and all appeared to be going most peace-

| fully, when suddenly there was a tussie

Herbert Burroughs represented the Fa- |
A eolleen, with rosy cheeks, blue | We were all hurled righ
hirled de- | In the twinkling of an eye the mounted

|
|
L]
\

bhetween two men, Then dozens jolned In.
t and left. And

“Trizh | police wora down upon us.

Oh, girls, It wia an awful moment.

I theoght vour Aunt Kate had penned
her last word and pencilled her last
ketih,

T didn't though, Pleass under-
stamd that!

I didu't even struggie. There wasu't

The erowd swept me along, and
police drove us Into a corner and Kept
19 there until the belligerents wero out of
the way and things quieted down,

When 1 was able to escape from the

various frightened n and women who
had rested on my ider blades and
| leaned on my headgear and dug thelr
elbows into my ribs, 1 felt llke & real
sardine, but only that Nothing was
broken or brufsced, so 1 straightensd my
lat, which polsed on one car, and I tried
to pin my puffs tighter, but alas, they
had vaoished, That was a real blow!
Well, 1 had had my cxeitement, and it
had left me decie ly limp and uselesz,
I just took & last look at the suf-
fragettes zathering up thelr parapher-
nalla to go, and I east a sympatheti

| wealth ars

glance at the cowed and sullen strikers,

then 1 made for liome and the cup that
cheers,

My way was up Park Lane, whers
arlstocracy Hves and the trappings of

displayed.

Not even a murmur

All was very calin

there, if the battle

f nor anv of the frengied deflance of the

for!

London stars, as

on the “Women Writers' "™ platform were |
Fvelvn Sharpe, o Journalist suffragetts:
5 rlen Harriden, who has given time,

ind money Lt the

Kauffmann, who halls from Amer-

Goorze Lansbury, who recently made a
0 the House of Commons about the

Lie fecdlng of sulfragettc prisoners,

ik
Lahar Party.”
Well, T just kept on walking, searching

the Sunday
prevalent

but
wis

hitturness,

of
penfe

for 1714

vlhiool atmosphers
overywhere,

Then, all at onee, T really thought some-
wis guing to happen At the vorv
furthiest end of the green W Tittle fHgura
o lnmbered  up  on curt The ecrowd
to have n sort of braln wave, and
in that directlon. Most of
whnt caused the disturb-

thing

LY
soomed
pushed midly
us coulin't e
anee
“Who Is 1¥?
all and sunidry.
“They say it's Mrs. TPankhurst I cried
a portly woman as she dashed past.
Fut It wasn't. Tt was a short man with
weather beaten face, a white beard,

What is (t?" [ queried of

matory tie I've ever seen.
1t was Keir Hardle.

He shoutsd and gesticulated frantically
and the crowd cheered him as frantically,
| 1 simply couldn’t get anywhere near him,

go 1 just moved on.
| e flags waved gayly in the breeze,

the Liberty caps bobbed and nodded, the
| bright fowers on  the women's hats

green and white, and an anyhow stouch | daneed, and ribbons and streamers flut.

tered everywhere, It was quite & Dbig,

cosey tea party.

cause, and Reg- |

on the platform of the *Inde pendent

i

tossing white halr and the most inflam- |

male and feruale outlaws had penetrated
this part of London, the City of Con-
trasts,

Next morning T had quite a little gur-
prise, for hardly a paper mentioned the
suffragetta mesting, and those that found
en for It confined any deacrip-

SO0
tion to fow lHne<. T'm not criticieing,
of cou hut after all a handful of suf-

frageties who break several windows get
alun oted to their exploits
New-York Tribune.)

ghi, 1912,

“STAND BY THE WOMEN WHO
ARE SUFFERING FOR THEIR
CONVICTIONS!” URGED MR.
HOUSMAN.,



